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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

tifull lackc of wit , together with moft weake hams, all which fit 
though I moft powerfully and potently belieue, yeti hold it aot 
honefty to haueit thus fet downe,for vour felfe fir lhall growokl 
as I am ; iflikc a Crab you could goe baekeward. 

Pc/. Though this be madneffe, yet there is method m’c.wil you 
walkcour of the ayremy Lord- 
H am. Into my graue. 

p olo. Jndeedc that's out of the ayre ; how pregnant fomedmes 
his replies arc, a happines that often madnes hits on, which reafon 
and fanffity could noc fo profperoufly be dliuered of. I will leauc 
him and my daughter.My Lord, l wi 1 cake my leauc ot you. 

FLww.You cannot take from me any thing that l will not more 
willingly pari withall j except my life , except my life, except my 
ljf c> Enter (juilderjlerne t and Refoncraus . 

polo. Fare you well my Lord. , 

Ham. Thcfe tedious old fooles. 

Polo, You goe to feeke the Lord Hamlet, there he is.. 

R of. God faueyou fir. 

Guy l. My honor’d Lard. 

Rof.My moftdeere Lord. 

Ham. My exelent good friends, ho v doft thou (fttilderjltrnd 
A Rofencraus, good lads how doe you both? 

As theindifferent children of the earth. 

Guyl. Happy ,in that wc are not euct happy on Fortunes lap, 
We arc not the very button. 

H am. Nor the foies of her fhooe. 

Rof Ncithcrmy Lord. • • , 

Hm».Then you liue about her waft, or in the middle o. her la* 
Guyl , Faith her priu ates we. ( u015, 

H4.I11 thefecrct parts offortune,oh moft truc,ftie is a (trumpet 
Whatnewes? 

%of. None my Lord, but the worlds grownchoneft. 

H am. Then is Doomes day neerc,but your newes is not true; 
But in the beaten way of friendfoip, what make you at Elfonom 
Rof. To viBt you my Lord.no other occafion. 

H**#.Beggcr that I am,l am euer poorc in thankes,but I than 
you, and lure deare friends, my thankes are too deare a halfpeny- 
were you not fentfor?is ityourowne inclining? is it afreev»« * 
tion?come,come,deale iuftly withm;,comc,come^ay fpcaice. 
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m ce whether you wetefentforor uo- 

^ to" Nay thetU h alJ c an eye of you, ifyouloue me hold not off 
ravl MvLo d wee were fent for. 

liam. I will tell you why fo(hall‘my anticipation preuent youc 
difcouay, and your fecrec’ie to the King and £ucene moult no fea- 
ther I haue ot late , but wherefore I know not, loft all my mirt , 
Won all cuftomc of exercifes, and mdeede it goes foe heamly with 

mydifpofuion .that this goodly frame the earth , ^cm^omeea 

fterill piomontovic , this moft excellent Canopie th « a y r ^°° ks ! 
you , this brauc ore-hanged firmament, this maiefticall rootc £«l 
ted with golden fire, why it appearth nothing to mee but a 1 .ould 
and peftilent congregation of vapours. What peece ofworke isa 
man, how noble in reafon , how infinit in faculties , in forme and 
moouing.liowexpreffe and admirable m afhon, how like an An 
eeUinapprehcnfion.how like aGodithe beauty of the wond ; th. 
parragon of Annimalcs,and yet to mee, what is this Qumtelience o 
duft ? man delights not mec nor woman neither , though by you! 
finding you feemeto fay fo. 

Rof My Lord there was no fuch ft iffe in my thoughts, 

H am. Why dtdyee Jaugh then, when Ifaid matveie lights notm, 
R of. To thinke my Lord if you delight not in man, what Lentoj 
entertainement the players |bal receiue from you, wee coted then 
on the way , and hetber arf the coming to offer you fetuicc. 

H am. He that playes the King he welcome, his Maiefly flis 

haue tribute on mee, the aduenterous Knight fhal vfe his foy lean 
target, the louer fhal not fing gratis, the humorous man dial end hi 
part in-peace and the Lad^ .ftial fay, her mind freely : or the blanl 
vcrfefhal haultfor’t. What players are they? 

Rf*/. Euen thofe you were wont to take fuch delight in, the Tragi 
diansof th Citty. 
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